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And I heard his voice M4ld
Saying: "This is My Fold,
O thou Ram horn'd with gold,
Who awakest from Sleep
On the Sides of the Deep.
On the Mountains around
The roarings resound
Of the lion & wolf,
The loud Sea & deep gulf.
These are guards of My Fold,

0  thou Ram horn'd with gold!"
And the voice faded mild,

1 remain'd as a Child;
AH I ever had known
Before me hright Shone.
I saw you & your wife
By the fountains of Life.
Such the Vision to me
Appeared on the sea.

Mrs. Butts will, I hope, Excuse my not having finish'd
the Portrait. I wait for less hurried moments. Our Cot-
tage looks more & more beautiful. And tho' the weather
is wet, the Air is very Mild, much Milder than it was in
London when we came away. Chichester is a very hand-
some City, Seven miles from us; we can get most Con-
veniences there. The Country is not so destitute of
accomodations to our wants as I expected it would be.
We have had but little time for viewing the Country,
but what we have seen is Most Beautiful, & the People
are Genuine Saxons, handsomer than the people about
London. Mrs. Butts will Excuse the following lines:

To Mrs. Butts.

Wife of the Friend of those I most revere,
Receive this tribute from a Harp sincere;
Go on in Virtuous Seed sowing on Mold
Of Human Vegetation, & Behold